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One 


Author's Notes: 
First Sonata fic! Still pretty nervous about posting this here, though.. 


This is rather heavily based off of the universe in George R. R. Martin\'s \"A Song of Ice and Fire\" books, so 
it\'s VERY AU. If you\'re not familiar with the series, you have been warned. 


Many thanks to Lia for beta-ing this for mel 


Joining the Night's Watch never seemed like such a final and drastic choice to Marko. Northmen had always 
considered it something of an honour to serve at the Wall, as though guarding the furthest border of the 
Seven Kingdoms was their true calling. Even the Starks, though lofty and distant their noble customs and proud 
lineage seemed to Marko and his common ilk, had left their stronghold at Winterfell to serve in the Watch. He'd 
lived within sight of the Wall for all his life, and as he grew older, rangier, and just grew tired of his life on 
the edge of the Wolfswood. A Snow by name would surely find solace in a place which was snowy by nature. 


So Marko had made the journey - partly on foot, partly by hitching rides on passing carts and wagons - and 


so found himself at the foot of the ancient Wall, standing in a haphazard line with about fifty other 


newcomers. 


Nothing, however, can compare to standing right *here*, with the great gray-blue bulk of the Wall looming 
overhead, stretching endlessly from side to side as far as he can see; and the stone and wood buildings and 
keeps of Castle Black looking more like a child's scattered toy blocks underneath the massive ice-and-stone 
structure. Parts of it glitter and shine where the late-summer sun strikes it, making the top of the great wall 
seem made of thousands of diamonds, dissipating into the snow-white sky above. 


Marko turns his eyes downwards again, and looks around at the others, shivering in the late fall chill. The 
recruits are made up of the usual miscreants and castoffs that come to the Wall these days: thieves, rapers, 
debtors, bastards, all desperate men. Some look to be prisoners of battles and scuffles to the south; like the 
four men shackled next to each other nearby - and clearly good friends prior to their less-than willing sojourn 
to the Wall. Marko figures they were likely raiders from the Iron Islands, captured during an ill-fated attack on 
the Shields. Most have the looks of being Northern types, along with a few Westerland folk, a cluster of red- 
haired Riverlanders, and one brown-skinned, black-haired soul looks to have come from as far south as the 
deserts of Dorne. 


Still, among them are a few well-bred looking men, drawn there by a sense of duty to their kingdom. Several 
bear the dark hair and stern looks of Northern nobility - Tallharts and Boltons, Hornwoods and Karstarks. One 
man, who seems to tower over the others by at least a head, has the silver-white hair, piercing eyes, and 
proud bearing that can only denote Targaryen ancestry. Marko wonders if he's one of the king's younger sons, 
a wayward descendent of the dragon tamers of old Valyria. 


One of the recruits in the line however, causes Marko's eyes to linger on him for several long moments more. 
Not for looking particularly extraordinary - he's fairly plain-looking even by commoner standards. Yet Marko 


cannot seem to tear his gaze away. 


He isn't thin, or tall, or muscular like the others, being instead rather short and thickly built. The pale skin of 
his face and neck that is exposed outside his frayed gray cloak is dotted with all manner of freckles and moles, 
and the beginnings of a scruffy beard are beginning to take root on his chin and around his lips. His mouth 
seems oddly shaped, deformed; as if it has sustained some serious injury and healed in a strange way that now 
stops him from closing his lips, which means that at least two large white bucked teeth are on display at all 
times. 


Marko judges him to be a Riverlander, by his curly reddish-brown hair and pale blue eyes; what little he sees 
of them as the mystery recruit stays staring straight ahead, or looking downcast at his boots crunching the 


snowy dirt beneath them. 


Marko manages to tear his gaze away from the stranger, and glances the short distance ahead to where the 
master of recruits is speaking to the First Ranger. 


"His lordship Commander is away at King's Landing at this time, discussing a possible donation from his grace to 


aid in the re-garrisoning and repair of the Nightfort, but he sends his regards and appreciation for this latest 
batch of recruits," the Ranger says, though his expression remained somewhat disdainful as he eyed the 


newcomers. "You know how short of men we are of good men these days," he finished. 


"Tell his lordship not to mention it," the recruiter pauses, then grins, "unless he'd like to volunteer to scour the 
jails and alehouses with us the next time." He turns on one bootheel back towards the line of recruits, once 


again as serious and grim as can be. 


"All right you lot, get your arses to the barracks over there. Dinner's at seven bells, and you'll be eaten’ dust 


if you're late! Now move!" 


Marko sighs, turns, and shuffles off to the barracks with the rest of the recruits, his eyes still focused on 


the curly-haired man a few strides ahead. 


Supper at the Wall, Marko thinks, is at least a fair bit more substantial than anything he's had in a long time. 
A thick, if somewhat bland stew of beef, barley, and turnips with a few hunks of stale oatbread thrown into it 
now sits heavily in the pit of his stomach as he lays, still fully clothed but for his boots on the floor, on his 
cot. He listens to the low groan of the wind outside, pushing against the stone-and-timber walls of the 


barracks, and of the low murmurs and snores of the other recruits around him. 


There is a low thump, and the snoring abruptly stops; replaced now by angry cursing and some laughter. The 
lronborn reavers, judging by their accents. They, at least, being used to the holds of longships and other small 
quarters, seem to be thriving here. Marko wonders if they miss the salty air, choruses of seagulls, and 

endless crashing waves of the homeland they'll never see again. He sighs, shifting on his cot, and thinks of the 


home he himself left. 


It never really seemed like "home" to him, more just a place where he had to live until he was old enough to 
fend for himself. For a bastard-born son, almost nowhere is home truly. He wonders how many of his fellow 


recruits are like him, seeking solace at the very edge of the world.. 


"Can't sleep either?" comes a quiet, slightly lisping voice from next to him. Marko turns over, and finally sees 
the bucktoothed stranger face-to-face, his pale skin surprisingly clear in the dim lantern-light of the room. 


Through no real fault of his own - or maybe at least through some fault, as the stranger looks like the least 
likely to try and smother Marko in his sleep and steal whatever meagre belongings he was allowed to take 
from home or whatever coin he had left - he had picked the cot next to where the other man had set up his 


place. 


"| don't blame you, at all," the stranger continues, "| could hardly sleep the first few nights away from home, 
away from the river. I'd gotten so used to hearing the frogs and marsh birds singing, | was worried itd be 


almost too quiet to sleep here. Then again, after a while | sort of liked the quiet. | think I'll enjoy it quite a lot 


here," he finished with a lopsided smile. 


Marko has to snort a little at this seemingly blind optimism. "So you came to the Wall to get a good right's 


rest?" 


"Well of course!" he answers, "just think of it for a moment. We might be trapped at the edge of the seven 
kingdoms, with wildlings and gods only know what on one side; the Wall, ice and grouchy commanders in the 
middle, and folk who look down their noses at us and call us crows, frog-eaters, and bastards. Granted, it's not 
where | imagined myself ending up when | was a lad," he pauses for a moment, "and still, it beats begging and 


scavenging for a living, doesn't it." 
"Can't really disagree with you there," Marko feels his mouth curve up into a small smile. 


‘Oh, and my name is Henkka, by the way," the stra-Henkka, says, flashing an awkward bucktoothed grin, "from 


the crannogs ‘round Greywater Watch." 
Not a Riverlander then, but a fellow Northman. Marko can't help but smile. 
"Marko. Marko Snow. From the Wolfswood crofts." 


When they are awoken by the dawn bell and the recruit master shouting and pounding on the barracks door, 
and shuffle sleepily to the mess hall for breakfast, Marko doesn't feel quite so lost and alone under the 
shadow of the Wall 


Their training is brutal. Nobody ever said it would be easy; then again, few of the recruits had ever met a 
Night's Watchman before to ask what training was required to transform common criminals and runaways into 


stalwart warriors and rangers of the Watch. 


Each day they gather in the practice yard, and try their best at learning the arts that may well one day save 
their lives. Some men are struggling to survive, others are already showing the potential to become fighters 
and defenders worthy of the Watch. To Marko's relief, he is with the latter group, however; to his surprise, 
so is Henkka. 


With his great mane of curly hair bound into a small bun at the base of his neck, and the padded practice 
doublet belted tight around his thick waist and arms, Henkka is transformed from an awkward, pudgy 
commoner into a warrior; calm and focused on the task at hand, never flustered or frustrated, yet never 
backing down either. He is graceful, swift, and agile; with every step touching down as lightly as the snowflakes 
falling around them. He swings swords and the oaken poles used to get men used to holding spears with all the 


ease of a seasoned fighter. 


'Lizard-lions," Henkka says to Marko between rounds. "I had to learn how to fend several of them off at a time 


in case they closed around a boat and attacked," As he talks, he hefts the dull practice sword from one hand 
to the other with remarkable ease. Marko finds it slightly hypnotic. 


He's still slightly breathless after a bout which left one of the Ironmen rendered senseless for several 
moments on the yard floor as a purplish-red bruise spread out over his forehead, and left Henkka with a 
scratch down one cheek, red droplets of blood smearing pink over his white skin. Marko finds himself wanting 


to touch it, ask Henkka if it bothers him, but before he can act on his thought Henkka is called away for 


another round, this time against the Targaryen man. 


Marko watches from the sidelines with some of the others as the pair face off; the short, stout crannogman 
against his towering, flaxen-haired opponent. The Targaryen strikes first, and nearly sends Henkka toppling off 
balance. Marko winces. It's clear that this son of dragon-tamers has had some proper training with a sword 
prior, and easily parries away the frenzied, uncoordinated assaults of any other recruits. However, Henkka 
makes a quick recovery, and strikes hard from beneath, shoving hard with one arm and swinging his blade in a 
swift upward cut that his opponent fails to block. Even their master-at-arms winces when he sees the blade 
connect with the Targaryen's mouth, cutting deep into his upper lip as the force of Henkka's charge topples 


him over backwards. 


The pale-haired man goes down, but doesn't stay down. Bringing a hand to his face and finding his lip all but 
split in two, with blood streaming down his mouth and chin, he lunges bare-handed, roaring and cursing, at 
Henkka, tackling him down to the ground with him as the assembled men around them start chanting for blood 
and bone-breaking; as the mismatched pair thrash and roll on the snowy ground. 


I's when the fists start flying among non-sparring pairs, and hands start going for anything to use as a 
weapon that several senior stewards are called in to break up the melee. It takes three rangers to restrain 
the taller man as he screams in rage and pain, as Marko beats his way through the crowd to Henkka, to grab 
him and drag him away from the chaos, and he might just hold him a little tighter and longer than a mere 
friend should. 


Henkka and Marko both find themselves in the chambers of the Lord Commander, feeling sheepish and foolish 
as children caught stealing apples from an orchard, being lectured and scolded for disturbing the peace and 
causing damage to men and property. Henkka's small hand slips unnoticed to rest on Marko's at his side, and 
gives an apologetic glance out of the corner of his eye. 


In the end, they are let off easy for starting such a brawl. However, Marko finds he has begun to hate the 
ranger's horses simply for the sheer amount of manure they produce just to spite him and his efforts to 
clean the stables of filth. Henkka seems to gain an unnatural disdain for potato peels. 


Its the morning of their oath-taking, when they truly swear their services to the Nights Watch, that Marko 
finds himself with Henkka high atop the Wall, looking out far beyond to the Frostfang mountains in the distance, 
and the vast, gray- green expanse of the Haunted Forest below, the air bitterly cold yet refreshingly clear at 


the great height. They're sitting on a block of ice as old as the hills and sharing a small bottle of apple brandy 
bought on a sojourn to Moletown, just a day's ride to the south of Castle Black. The spicy brew is excellent, 
definitely one of the finer exports from the distant verdant lands of the Reach, Marko thinks. It burns the 


back of his throat pleasantly as he swallows, and listens to the sounds of laughter and shouting around him. 


The other recruits are up here as well. They are really supposed to be getting a good look at the view they'll 
all become closely acquainted with for the rest of their lives, but the men seem to have different ideas. The 
lronborns are feigning pushing each other off the edge of a crude tower of ice, while the Targaryen - 
apparently recovered from his disfigurement, his face crossed with an ugly line of stitches and angry red 
flesh - and several Westerlanders seem intent on battering each other to death with snowballs and chunks of 
ice. This fight is all playful, however, with not one hint of malice between the combatants. 


Its been some time since the fight in the practice yard, and though Henkka has had to contend with a growing 
reputation as a dangerous individual, the future Brothers have finally started to share the bond that forms 
between men who know they may well die at each other's sides. Marko doesn't want to consider death at this 


moment. 


"Morbid as it is, it does seem like you have to draw blood to make any sort of impression around here," Henkka 
laughs, seemingly oblivious to Marko's turmoil, as he takes a rather dainty sip from the bottle before passing 


it back to his friend. 


"Still can't believe we'll be going out there," Marko mutters as he tries to pull his cloak tighter against a harsh 
breeze, gesturing his bottle-holding hand out across the wilderness below them. He shakes his head, trying to 
banish the thoughts of a potential demise at the hands of some wild barbarian or beast - or worse. There 
may still be worse things than wildlings and wolves lurking in the shadows beyond, the superstitious Northern 


child in him thinks. 


"It won't be so bad," and this is truly one of the more outrageous things the crannogman has said, so much 
that Marko can't stop himself letting out a bark of disbelieving laughter. He's surprised when he turns towards 
his friend, and sees Henkka still smiling his lopsided grin 


"No journey, no matter how arduous, is so awful when you've got good company," he says matter-of-factly, 
reaching out to pluck the brandy bottle from Marko's hand and downing the last of it. Marko would be lying if 


he said he wasn't watching the subtle movements of Henkka's pale throat as he swallowed. 


Thankfully, a bell sounds somewhere hundreds of feet below, calling the various warriors and custodians of 


Castle Black for luncheon 


Henkka hands the bottle back to Marko, and turns with a flourish of black wool cloak and loose curls, trotting 
off after their fellow recruits to the rickety lift and stairs leading their way down, hundreds of feet down, to 
the ground. Marko gets up as well, tossing the empty bottle off the North side of the Wall and watching it 


vanish into the distance before following. 


As he edges into the wood-and-steel cage of the lift, Marko suddenly feels over-warmed, despite the chill, and 
now tries to loosen his cloak and open his tunic a bit. He blames his reddening nose and cheeks on the strong 


brandy and tries to ignore Henkka's extremely close presence. 


While the recruits are getting dressed and preparing to leave the barracks on the night of the oathtaking, 
Marko feels nothing. Everything seems muffled and warped, as if he were seeing through the old glass bottle 
that the brandy came in. Not even the barrage of thick white snowflakes outside, falling onto his head and 
melting into droplets of icy water seems to jolt him from his trance. When they are in front of the gate, each 
holding torches to light their way into the dark forest beyond, he feels nothing. When they pass the oak-and- 
iron door and enter the cold underbelly of the Wall, he barely registers the oppressive cold seeping through 
his layers of wool and leather, and hardly even flinches when the heavy door slams shut behind them. 


It's only when they are inside the tunnel, in darkness save for their torches, as the First Ranger curses and 
fumbles with the heavy iron locks and bars of the heavy oaken door to the other side, does Marko feel the 
bottom of his stomach drop. The enormity of what he is about to do - go beyond the Wall, and pledge the 
rest of his life to the service of the Watch - strikes him like a blow from a hammer, and he starts to shake 
uncontrollably. Luckily, the other Brothers seem to be too wrapped up in their own thoughts to notice. Or are 
too busy shaking in their own boots, Marko thinks, grimacing as a less-stable recruit leans heavily against the 


icy walls of the tunnel and retches. 


He feels a small, gloved hand take his trembling one to give it a reassuring squeeze, and hears a low, quiet 
voice whispering only to him. Without turning his head, Marko leans on Henkka - and he just *knows* it's 
Henkka now, without even looking - and gradually catches his breath, inhaling the nameless, comforting scent of 
Henkka's soft curls mixed with the musty odour that barrack blankets seem to carry, no matter how often 
they're washed. Marko breathes it in deep, and feels calm and ready just as the gate to the other side is 
forced open, and the first blast of cold wind from the far north hits them like a slap to the face. 


Is when they actually come through the gate at the other side, does Marko feel peaceful and calm again. The 
sky seems blacker and the the winds colder here, the forest looking as solid and impenetrable as the Wall itself 
. Marko huddles close to Henkka, who wraps a reassuring arm around his waist, under his cloak - the intimacy 


of the gesture itself makes his face burn hot, even in the bitter cold - as they trudge through the thick 


snows, deeper into the woods. 


He no longer feels dizzy when they reach the sacred site - a grove of mighty weirwood trees, some with 
trunks wide enough to be circled by ten men with arms outstretched to their sides. The red-and-white 
branches of the trees weave and lock over their heads to form a leafy roof against the constant falling snow, 


and the carven faces of the old gods smile, frown, snarl, and laugh at them all at the same time around them. 


He and Henkka kneel side by side with their Brothers-to-be, draw the swords given to them before their 
sgjourn, and stab them into the thick, ice-crusted snow, tips of their blades sticking into the frozen ground 


below. As they recite the sacred Oath of the Night's Watch, their breath mingles in the air in faint clouds of 


steam, rising ever higher to the tops of the great trees, some even escaping into the sky itself. The gods wil 
know of their oathswearing, and they are forbidden to break it on pain of death, Marko recalls. Somehow, any 
thoughts he might have once had of deserting vanish when Henkka offers a hand to help Marko up off the 


ground. 


Nght gathers, and now my watch begins 
İt shall not end until my death 


As the line of black-cloaked men files silently out of the grove, Marko hangs back and reaches out to one of 
the weirwoods, tracing the face of one of the smiling gods. It is a young man's face, not old or wizened like the 
others, and seems slightly out of place on the trunk of the ancient tree. The smile is not one of joy or 
amusement, but rather more of affection and admiration It is the face of a man in love, as he beholds the 


light of his life; Marko decides. 


The red-lined face gazes kindly down at the black-clad man still lingering, in awe at the mighty old tree on 
which it is carved. Marko can't help but gaze back, until he finds himself beginning to smile back at it, too. 


| shall take no wife, hold no lands, father no children. 


Brushing a gloved hand beneath the face the smiling god, he thinks of a silent prayer for his protection in this 
daunting new life. Eyes closed, he neither sees the man approach, nor hears his boots crunching through the 


snow behind him. 


When Henkka's hand comes seemingly out of nowhere and rests over his, interlocking their fingers like the 
twisted branches above, Marko feels that the old gods may well be listening more closely than he thought. He 


opens his eyes and turns towards his companion. 
Í shall wear no crowns and win no glory. | shall live and die at my post. 


Henkka's cloak-hood is down, causing his thick red curls to be crowned with a layer of fluffy white flakes that 
sparkle slightly in the light of their torches. The crannogman's eyes nearly match the loving expression worn in 
the carven eyes of the weirwood god, only a few inches away from their intertwined hands on the white bark. 
Marko is amazed at their clarity and blue colour, intensified as Henkka leans in closer. 


/am the sword in the darkness. | am the watcher on the walls 
Their lips touch tentatively, the pair feeling safe and sheltered, guarded from the vast world beyond by canopy 
of white boughs and crimson leaves, amid the watchful eyes of the old gods and the warm glow of their 


torches. 


/ am the fire that burns against the cold, the light that brings the dawn, the horn that wakes the sleepers, the 
shield that guards the realms of men. 


Marko is amazed at how warm Henkka's lips are, as if the crannogman had just turned his face away from a 
blazing hearth. He breathes in deep through his nose, inhaling Henkka's unique scent, mingled with the rich 
smells of the forest and the smoky odour of the torch fires. 


| pledge my life and honour to the Nights Watch 


It's awkward to kiss with their opposing hands still clutching their torches, and Marko is sure that one of the 
recruits can see them, but he doesn't care. The faces of the gods in the trees bear witness to the moment 
when they finally part, slightly breathless - and in Marko's case, blushing like awkward lad at a fall festival 


after a kiss from the harvest queen. 


They are quick to fall in step behind the last of the Brothers leaving the grove. Henkka's hand once again holds 
Marko's tightly, and despite a raised eyebrow and questioning look from one of the lronborn recruits, Henkka 
turns and smiles at Marko, before leaning in close, brushing the tangled brown hair from his ear, and 


whispering in a voice that makes the other man shiver for a whole new reason aside from the cold. 


"For this night, and all nights to come." 


